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SOME    PRESS  OPINIONS   OF 

HOMELY  VERSES 

OF  A 

HOME-LOVER 

By  FAY  INCHFAWN 

The  poems  have  the  familiar  qualities  which  have 
touched  so  many  hearts — sympathy  with  the  common 
life  and  common  duties  ;  and  a  vision  of  the  ideal  for 
those  who  will  lift  up  their  eyes  and  look." — Sunday 
School  Chronicle. 

"  There  is  something  in  these  verses  that  tugs  at  the 
heart-strings.  To  take  the  humdrum  as  well  as  the 
beautiful  in  a  woman's  life  and  make  music  of  it  is  a 
fine  achievement." — Scotsman. 

"  A  perfectly  charming  little  book  of  verses,  this, 
that  every  mother  will  love." — Women's  Pictorial. 

We  wish  this  bit  of  sunshine  would  come  in  the 
way  of  every  tired  mother." — Parents'  Review. 

These  poems  will  fill  many  a  tired,  weary  one  with 
new  hope." — Teachers'  Times. 

"  A  little  book  of  cheer  and  sunshine." — Becken- 
ham  Journal. 
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"  Full  of  sympathetic  understanding  of  the  petty 
worries  and  difficulties  of  life — the  mountains  into 
which  the  molehills  have  become  transformed  when 
brooded  over  disappear  in  the  company  of  this  happy, 
inspiring  little  book." — Teachers'  Times. 

"  In  prose  as  in  poetry,  Fay  Inchfawn  writes  with  a 
winsome  touch,  and  with  sincere  and  practical  religion 
which  is  not  mawkish." — Wiltshire  Gazette. 

"  Intimate,  yet  unpretentious,  full  of  sympathy 
and  understanding,  this  book  will  make  a  very  strong 
appeal  with  its  message  of  courage  and  good  cheer." — 
Bournemouth  Graphic. 

"  Written  in  the  understanding  and  sympathetic 
vein  which  has  made  her  poetry  a  minister  of  cheer  and 
practical  helpfulness  to  so  many." — Christian 
Endeavour  Times. 

"  A  helpful,  stimulating  book." — Edinburgh 
Evening  News. 
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My  Father's    House 

SOMETIMES  I  lift  the  latch 
And  softly  step  inside, 
Sometimes  I  listen  at  the  catch 
Before  it  opens  wide. 

And  long  before  swift  feet 
Can  reach  me  in  the  hall, 

I  feel  the  welcome,  tender-sweet, 
That  breathes  from  floor  and  wall. 


Before  the  kindly  eyes 
Can  look  into  my  face, 

Or  ever  fingers  loving-wise 
Point  out  my  usual  place, 
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My  Father's  House 

I  feel  the  atmosphere, 

A  fragrance  in  the  air  ; 
A  something,  very  warm  and  dear, 

Comes  stealing  down  the  stair. 

Fear  leaves  me,  and  each  Need 
Says  farewell  at  the  door ; 

I  am  content  to  be  indeed 
A  little  child  once  more. 
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Home  Ties 

MY  dear,  they  fret  you.     Oh,  I  know  : 
The  ceaseless  running  to  and  fro  ! 
The  small  demands, 

The  odds  and  ends, 
They  tie  your  hands, 

Curtail  your  friends. 
The  daily  lists  of  trivial  things, 
How  they  contrive  to  clip  your  wings  ! 

For  who  could  manage  to  aspire, 

If  all  her  days  were  spent 
Just  making  up  a  sulky  fire, 
Or  coaxing  someone's  dull  desire 

To  scraps  of  nourishment  ? 
Just  bearing  with  the  failing  ears  : 
Indulgent,  too,  with  little  fears  : 
Just  being  sight  to  eyes  grown  dim  : 
Nimble,  to  spare  some  aching  limb  : 
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Home  Ties 

And  quick  to  note  and  swift  to  please 
The  worn  hands  and  the  feeble  knees. 

Time  was  when  you  had  dreams  : 

Yes,  like  the  rest. 
Such  visions!     Now,  it  seems, 

Yours  is  the  second-best. 
Joy  comes  not  sweet  enough, 
'Tis  second-hand  and  slow  : 
While  others  come  and  go, 
You  "  tarry  by  the  stuff." 

You  never  really  knew 

That  dear  word,  "  Mine  "  ! 
You  sipped  the  crystal  dew 

While  they  quaffed — wine. 
And  still  the  old  ways  find  you  : 
And  still  the  old  ties  bind  you  : 
And  you  are  wondering  wistfully 
If  this  is  all  that  life  can  be. 

Not    all.     Not    nearly    all.     For,    some- 
where in  His  plan, 

God  keeps  the  inmost  dreams  of  every 
man. 
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Home  Ties 

Yes,  somewhere  in  His  rosy-tinted  West, 
He  stores  the  dimmest  and  the  wistfullest. 
Oh,  every  time  you  run  upstairs, 

And  every  time  you  make 
Your  selfless  journeys,  shouldering  cares 

For  somebody's  dear  sake  : 
Yes,  every  time,  you  add  some  gracious 

thing 
To  the  fine  fabric  God  is  fashioning. 

And  when  you  heard  another  woman  say 

That  Love  had  lifted  up  her  latch  one 
day: 

Yes,  as  you  viewed  with  sympathetic  grace 

The  love-light  dancing  on  her  radiant  face : 

Why,  then — just  then — God  thought  of 
something  fair 

For  you — poor  lonely  woman-heart — to 
wear. 

And,  as  you  helped  her  plan  her  wedding- 
dress, 

Your  spirit  grew  and  put  on  loveli- 
ness ; 

And  when  you  worked,  and  wore  yourself, 
and  smiled, 

To  please  some  other  woman's  little  child, 
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Home  Ties 

I  think  the  morning  stars  sang  out  once 

more, 
Because  God's  handiwork  was  "  good  ,; 

— just  as  before  ! 

So  do  not  fear 

That  any  coming  year 

Will  leave  your  spirit  bankrupt  or  dis- 
tressed : 

God  has  put  by  His  best 

For  such  as  you — who  shall  His  secret 
see 

Down  the  long,  lovely  aeons  of  Eternity. 
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"  Follow  Me  !  " 

I  WOULD  ;   but  must  Thou  really  go 
That  dreary  uphill  way  ? 
I  shall  be  wearied  out,  I  know, 
By  the  end  of  the  day. 

Nay,  follow  Me,  and  thou  shalt  run 
Unwearied  until  set  of  sun. 

I  have  a  mind  to  go.     But  still, 
What,  then,  of  all  my  fisher's  skill  ? 

Gotten  none  knows  how  stressfully 
In  violet  dawns  and  twilights  dim. 

Must  all  my  gain  be  loss  to  me 
For  what  may  prove  a  passing  whim, 
If  I  shall  follow  Him  ? 

Thou  shalt  catch  men  !     This  needs  not  less, 
But  more  of  skill  than  men  possess. 
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"  Follow  Me  !  " 

Thou  shalt  not  minish  thy  capacity, 
But  widen  it — if  thou  wilt  follow  Me. 

But  what  will  happen  if  I  do  ? 

Tax-payers  throng  me  as  I  sit. 
And  who  will  carry  on  ?     Yes,  who 
Will  grapple  with  this  waiting  queue  ? 

It  lengthens.     There's  no  end  to  it. 
Besides,  all  onlookers  will  jeer  to  see 
A  publican  rise  up  and  follow  Thee. 

Oh,  follow  Me,  man  of  the  book  and  pen. 
Thou  shalt  not  heed  nor  hear  the  jeering  then. 
With  pen  and  parchment  in  the  years  to  be 
Thou  shalt  excel — if  thou  but  follow  Me  ! 
For  I  am  He 

Who  fashioned  all  the  worlds  alone  ; 
Who  made  a  rock  of  Simon  Stone. 
Yea,  suns  and  stars  move  to  My  plan  ; 
I  make  the  thief  an  honest  man  ; 
I  bring  clean  things  out  of  unclean. 
I  form  a  woman  from  a  Magdalene  ; 
Distillings  from  a  thousand  hills  are  Mine  ; 
I  turn  the  limpid  water  into  wine  ; 
And  it  is  I — yes,  I — Who  ask  of  thee 
That  thou  wilt  leave  thy  "all"  and  follow 
Mel 
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The  Imprint 


IT  was  the  Master  Workman's  brain 
Which  first  conceived  the  thought  of 
rain. 
He  is  the  Father  of  the  dew  ; 
He  made  the  first  cool  wind  that  blew. 
He  set  His  seal  on  everything 
That  has  the  power  to  breathe  or  sing. 

And,  'twere  a  heinous  sin, 
If,  to  his  everlasting  shame, 
Earth's  highest  tenant  should  despise 
His  birthright  ;   and,  with  clouded  eyes, 
Should  find  his  soul  too  blind,  too  lame, 
Too  shy,  too  occupied,  to  bear 
The  imprint  of  his  Maker  there. 
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Derelict  ? 


OLD  lover,  here  am  I. 
Yes,  high  and  dry, 
Above  your  furthest  line  of  blackened 

weeds. 
I,  who  know  some  of — but  not  all — your 

deeds. 
Know  you  to  be  a  lion  .  .  .  and  ...  a 

lamb  ! 
Was  I  not  made  that  you  might  meet  my 

needs  ? 
Yet,  here  I  am  ! 

Now  .  .  .  now  ! 
About  my  battered  prow 
Creep  little  grasses  blossoming, 
And  pimpernel — a  trivial  thing ! 
A  butterfly  with  powdered  wing 
Alights,  and  pauses  lazily. 
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Derelict  ? 

Birds  sing.  ...  all  this  is  naught  to  me 
Who  am  for  ever  listening 
For  your  voice,  O  my  sea ! 

Have  you  abandoned  me  then  ?     Nay  ! 
I  will  not  doubt  nor  question.     Have  your 

way. 
Leave  me  awhile.     Then,  if  it  needs  must 

be, 
Send  out  a  tidal  wave,  and  so  reach  me  ! 
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The  Bees  in  the  Borage 

STRAIGHT    from    the    casket    of    an 
ancient  June 
Came  the  low  contented  humming, 
As  some  old,  well-loved  tune 
Stirs    at    the    heart,    and    wakens    dead 

desire  ; 
As  when  some  passionate  player  takes 

his  lyre 
And  through  his  fingers  utters  plaintive 

things. 
Yes,  loosens  all  his  pent  imaginings 
And  gives  them  wings. 
Like  some  fond  lover  coming 
Near,  in  the  dusk,  to  his  beloved's  face ; 
'Twas    thus    my    soul    drew    near    the 

memoried  place, 
Listening — leaning  wistfully, 

20 


The  Bees  in  the  Borage 

That  my  heart  might  hear,  and  my  soul 

might  see 
What  the  bees  in  the  borage  were  saying 

to  me. 

Trembling  on  the  edge  of  hearing 

It  called — that  faery  song. 

And  my  dull  heart  was  dimly  peering 

All  day  long, 

Wondering  where  the  magic  lay 

In  the  dreary  winter  day  ; 

Questioning  as  whiffs  of  roses 

Stole  from  honied  garden  closes, 

Marvelling  that  fragrant  posies 

Seemed  to  strew  my  way. 

Oh,  outside  in  the  ether,  there  were  little 

voices  straying, 
Tiny  voices  calling  me  to  heed  what  they 

were  saying. 
I  shut  my  door — that  heavy  door — upon 

the  daily  din, 
And  quick  as  thought,  or  quick  as  light, 

my  ear  was  listening  in. 

Oh,  temple  all  blue 
Like  Italian  skies, 
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The  Bees  in  the  Borage 

You  are  sweets  to  the  soul 
And  delight  to  the  eyes. 

All  slow  on  their  knees 

Your  devotees  come, 
The  dear  vagrant  bees 

With  a  reverent  hum. 

Not  only  to  take, 

And  not  merely  to  give, 

But  that  each  one  may  make 
It  worth  while  to  live. 

They  forsake  not  assembling 

As  manner  of  some  is. 
Albeit,  they  come  trembling, 

Not  one  of  them  dumb  is. 

All  in  the  blue  borage, 

True  worshippers  these. 
Then  garner  up  courage 

And  hope  like  the  bees. 

And  that  was  all  .  .  .  the  rain  outside 
came  down  in  sheets,  and  still 

The  wind  howled  in  the  chimney  stacks, 
and  round  about  the  hill. 

22 


The  Bees  in  the  Borage 

And,  yet,  "  The  region  out  of  which  this 

came,"  I  said  at  last, 
"  Still  is,  and  will  be,  when  my  need  is 

past. 
There  never  should  be  quite  a  hopeless 

day 
For  anyone, 

Since,  somewhere,  in  God's  universal  way 
Still  shines  the  hopeful  sun." 

Though  wear  and  tear 

And  toil  and  strain, 
May  have  its  share 

In  us  again, 
As  long  as  borage  blue  can  flower, 

And  wilding  bee  can  hum, 
The    Hand    that    made    them    still    has 

power ; 
And  any  day,  and  any  hour, 
Through    frost,    or    wind,    or    blinding 
shower, 

The  greatest  good  can  come. 
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The  First  Lamb 

YOU !    Little  staggering  piteous  thing ! 
Why,  all  the  world  you  know 
Is  this  bare  hillside,  darkening 
With  promise  of  the  snow. 

Ah,  me !     It  will  be  long  before 

The  first  wild  insect  hums. 
A  hundred  frosty  nights  or  more 

Before  the  cuckoo  comes. 

Still,  you've  the  whole  wide  wintry  sky 

To  fold  you,  little  brother. 
You  have  a  shepherd  dwelling  nigh, 

You  know  your  woolly  mother. 
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Can  You  ? 

YOU  have  a  famous  cook,  'tis  true, 
Your  menage  is  the  best, 
You  are  a  splendid  hostess  too, 

And  such  an  ideal  guest. 
But,  can  you  eat  of  humble  pie 

A  truly  generous  slice, 
Without  one  soft  regretful  sigh, 
As  if  it  tasted  nice  ? 

You're  lithe  and  young  as  anything, 

You're  quite  a  sport  at  hockey, 
And  you  alone  on  deck  can  sing 

When  winds  and  seas  are  rocky. 
You  mount  the  highest  horse  in  town 

With  ease  that's  good  to  see. 
But,  say  ?     Can  you  do  climbing  down 

With  real  agility  ? 
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Can  You  ? 

You  can  from  any  instrument 

Draw  music  sweet  and  clear. 
Like  Orpheus,  'tis  your  gay  intent 

To  soothe  and  charm  the  ear. 
Harp — viol — 'cello — all  of  these 

Your  servants  !     Let  me  see  ? 
Can  you  play  second  fiddle,  please, 

And  make  a  melody  ? 
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The   East   Land  and  the 
West   Land 

THERE  are  wide  white  roads  in  the 
east  land, 
They  lead  over  weald  and  wold. 
But  the  little  brown  lanes  of  the  west  land 
Are  dear  as  a  tale  that  is  old. 


The  gay  glad  flowers  of  the  east  land, 
They  flame  on  the  broad  highway. 

Yet  the  little  shy  buds  of  the  west  land 
Are  fairer  to  me  than  they. 

There  are  broad  barley  fields  in  the  east 
land, 
And  acre  on  acre  of  rye. 
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East  Land  and  West  Land 

But  no  kind  little  hedge,  like  the  west 
land, 
For  lone  folks  to  wander  by. 

There's  a  shout  in  the  wind  of  the  east 
land, 

Tis  clean,  and  triumphant,  and  chill. 
But  a  sigh  in  the  wind  from  the  west  land 

Is  calling,  and  calling  me  still. 
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Child-Soul 

CHILD-SOUL  is  a  little  city 
With  its  gates  ajar, 
Yet,  to  enter  to  its  centre 

I  must  travel  far. 
Tis  not  an  easy  thing  to  win 
The  right  to  move  and  walk  therein, 
Though  not  to  do  so  were  a  sin  ; 
And  I'll  get  in  ! 

Child-soul  has  a  little  garden 
Cloistered  round  with  care. 

And  all  my  will  and  utmost  skill 
I'll  need  to  get  in  there. 

So  rich  the  soil  that  waiting  lies ; 

But  I  must  seek  anointed  eyes, 

And  delve  before  the  dewdrop  dries. 

Oh,  I'll  be  wise  ! 
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Child-Soul 

Child-soul  has  a  little  temple 

Opening  on  the  street. 
Curtained  so  deep,  it  seems  asleep. 

Tis  shut  to  tourists'  feet. 
Oh,  little  temple,  glistening  bright  ! 
What  if  my  hand  be  clean  and  white 
Enough  to  lift  your  curtain  right, 
And  let  in — Light ! 


30 


All  Behind ! 

EVERYTHING'S    gone    behind !  " 
she  said, 
With  a  sigh  and  a  sorrowful  shake  of 

the  head. 
"  There's  not   a  corner  that's  fit  to  be 

seen  ; 
The  whole  of  the  house  wants  a  good 

spring-clean. 
For  nothing's  been  done  in  a  skilful  way, 
In  its  own  right  time,  on  its  own  right 

day. 
My   temper   is   short   and   my   forehead 

is  lined  ; 
No     wonder,     when     everything's     all 

behind  !  " 

Just  so.     But  think  :    did  you  ever  meet 
A  woman,  all  human  and  true  and  sweet, 
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All  Behind  ! 

Who    was    absolutely    "  in    front "    of 

things  ? 
Who  never  took  off  her  eagle's  wings  ? 
A  woman  whose  washing  was  always  dry 
Long  before  Monday  was  quite  gone  by  ; 
Whose  ironing  was  finished  and  put  to 

rights, 
And    aired    and    mended    on    Tuesday 

nights  ? 
A  woman  whose  hall  was  always  tidy  ; 
Whose    cupboards    were    always    turned 

out  on  Friday  : 
Whose   children   were   always   asleep   in 

bed, 
And   dreaming,    when    anything   private 

was  said  : 
A  woman  who  wrought  with  a  tranquil 

mind ; 
And  never — no,  never — got  all  behind  ? 

Well,  I  never  met  her  !     It  seems  to  me, 
As  long  as  we're  this  side  Eternity, 
We  were  meant  to  strive  ;  we  were  meant 

to  grow ; 
And  we  can't  if  life   is  too   easy,   you 

know. 
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All  Behind  ! 

So  the  only  plan  and  the  only  way 
Is  to  act  as  if  life  were  but  one  short 

day; 
Being  gentle  and  nice  till  set  of  sun, 
Not  worrying  either  o'er  tasks  undone, 
Nor  grieving  over  an  upset  plan, 
Just  doing  as  much  as  two  hands  can. 

Oh,  He  Who  made  us  and  understands 
Could   have   given    us    each    a   hundred 

hands ; 
Have  altered  our  houses  quite  unawares  ; 
Supplied  us  all  with  hot  water  upstairs  ! 
And  porcelain  sinks  and  washing-machines, 
And  non-staining  apples,   potatoes,   and 

beans. 
Have  kept  us  in  garments  that  wax  not 

old; 
With   shoes  for  the  bairns  of  cast-iron 

mould. 
He  could  have  given  us  money  in  plenty  ; 
With  men  and  maidservants  at  least  five- 

and-twenty. 
In  short,  had  He  wished  it,  'tis  certainly 

true, 
He  could  have  given  us — nothing  to  do ! 
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All  Behind  ! 

But  oh  !  God  had  a  diviner  plan 
For  luring  the  better-half  of  man. 
The  small  cheap  house  and  the  scanty 

wages 
Are  linked  up  with  the  undying  ages, 
May  bring  forth  fruit  of  exotic  worth, 
Ripened  for  heaven,  matured  on  earth. 
And  the  poor  little  garden  where  they 

grew 
Won't  matter  the  tiniest  bit  to  you. 
Yes,  many  who  here  were  always  "  last  " 
Will  be  "  first  "  when  probation  time  is 

past. 
And  then  it  will  seem  worth  while  to  find 
That   the   angels   don't   reckon   us,    all 

behind  ! 
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The  Cyclamen 

ONCE,  I  was  but  a  seed, 
Brown  and  unlovely  too. 
I  never  knew 

The  kindly  wind  that  blew 
To  meet  my  wistful  need, 
To  make  me,  in  that  hour,  a  living  thing 
With  dim  potential  power  of  blossoming. 

And,  yet,  I  could  not  live 

The  life  I  never  planned, 

Until  a  human  hand 

Laid  hold  of  me,  and  taught  me 

That  Life  is  given  to  give. 

That  I  must  die  if  I  would  truly  be 

The  lovely  thing  the  Giver  saw  in  me. 

So,  in  the  dark,  I  died. 
And  there  and  then 
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Life  found  me  ; 

Loosed  the  grave-clothes  that  bound  me, 
And  let  me  go 

That  weary  earth-stained  men 
Might  see  and  know 
How  Death   is   but   a  doorway  to   per- 
fection, 
To  all  the  glories  of  the  Resurrection  ! 
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Apron  Strings 

FROM  holy  hopes  and  wistful  fears, 
From  age-long  dreams,  from  listen- 
ing ears, 
From  memories  of  sweet  good-nights, 
From  trivial  every-day  delights, 
From  little  loving  ministries, 
Warm  hands  and  supplicating  knees, 
Yes,  out  of  just  such  common  things 
God  made  a  Mother's  Apron  Strings  ! 

So  frail  they  seem,  and  yet  their  hold 
Is  stronger  far  than  chains  of  gold. 
They  have  drawn  men  from  No  Man's 

Land 
Back  to  their  own  familiar  strand. 
The  mariner  in  wintry  blast, 
Just  as  redemption  point  was  past, 
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Has  caught  at  them,  and  found  that  wings 
Grew  from  his  Mother's  Apron  Strings  ! 

Let  those  who  slight  them,  or  despise, 
Pray  humbly  for  anointed  eyes. 
And  you,  who  find  them  wearisome, 
Remember  that  a  day  will  come 
When  all  the  gentle  "  pulls  "  will  cease 
To  fret  you  and  disturb  your  peace. 
You  shall  be  free  to  go  your  way, 
With  none  to  grieve  nor  say  you  nay. 
Yet  life  may  prove  a  lonesome  thing 
Without  your  Mother's  Apron  String  ! 
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Buttercup  Fairies 

THE  Buttercup  Fairies  are  dainty  and 
sweet, 
Dressed  all  in  gold  satin,  right  down  to 

their  feet. 
They  laugh   in  the   meadow  the  whole 

summer  day. 
Oh  !  who  wouldn't  change  with  a  Butter- 
cup Fay  ? 


The  Buttercup  Fays  know  the  Butterflies 
well, 

For  many  a  tale  to  the  Fairies  they  tell. 

There's  a  sudden  soft  song  in  the  meadow- 
sweet ways 

When  the  Butterflies  talk  to  the  Butter- 
cup Fays. 
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But  wait  a  while,  wait,  till  the  night  has 
come  down 

In  the  purple  and  pomp  of  her  star- 
spangled  gown. 

In  vain  you  will  wander,  in  vain  you  will 
peep, 

The  Buttercup  Fairies  are  all  gone  to 
sleep. 
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The  Good  Samaritan 

JOURNEYING  down  life's  pilgrim  way, 
I  fell  among  thieves  one  wintry  day. 
Sickness  was  one,  and  the  other  was  Pain ; 
Between  them  they  robbed  me  of  John 

and  Jane. 
They  took  my  strength,  and  they  took 

my  hope, 
And  left  me  all  in  the  dark  to  grope. 
They  tore  my  peace  to  a  flimsy  thread, 
For  Jane  had  gone  home,  and  John  was  in 

bed! 

Ting-a-ling  !     Ting-a-ling  ! 

'Twas  the  front-door  bell. 
And  there  stood  Mrs.  Smith,  so  trim, 
So  neat,  with  violets  in  her  dress, 
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With  stylish  shoes  and  dainty  hose  ; 
I,  still  in  all  my  working  clothes, 
Felt  old  and  worn  and  sad  and  grim, 
Quite  draggled  with  untidiness. 

"  Oh,"  she  said  sweetly,  "  is  it  true  ? 
I  heard  your  husband  had  the  'flu, 
And  that's  a  very  tiresome  thing  ! 
I  thought  he'd  not  been  looking  well. 
We're  neighbours,  so  I  called  to  see. 
What !      Jane    gone    too !      Dear    me ! 

Dear  me  ! 
No,  I  can't  stop  !     I'm  nearly  dead  ! 
I've  always  such  a  wretched  head. 
I'm  rushing  now  to  post  a  letter. 
Good-bye !     I     hope     they'll     soon     be 

better !  " 

Rat-tat !     'Twas  Mrs.  Banks. 

"  Oh,  you  poor  dear  !     I've  heard  about 

it  all ! 
I  thought  it  would  be  neighbourly  to  call. 
But  no — no,  thanks  ! 
I  really  cannot  stay  ! 
I  only  came  to  say 
That  if  you  should  remember  anything 
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Which   must   be   done,    I    fancy   Widow 

Spring 
Perhaps  could  give  you  just  an  hour  or 

so. 
Of  course,  she  cannot  scrub,  nor  wash — 

oh  no  ! 
She  can't  cook,  either ;    but  I  think  she 

might 
Be   willing   to   do   something   clean   and 

light." 

I  thanked  her.     Yes,  my  milk  had  boiled 
Right  over,  and  was  burnt.     And  John's 

beef-tea 
Had  simmered  all  away.     Yet  how  I'd 

toiled 
To  make  it  strong  and  rich   as  it  could 

be! 
I  washed  the  greasy  saucepans — yes,  with 

tears ! 
The  last  few  days  had  seemed  to  me  like 

years. 
My  fingers  trembled,  and  my  knees  were 

weak, 
And  I  could  scarcely  speak 
To  little  Mrs.  Brown. 

43 


The  Good  Samaritan 

She  knocked  so  gently  that  I  had  not 

heard. 
So  in  she  came,  with  just  a  cheery  word, 
And  as  she  talked,  she  started  washing  up. 
She  coaxed  me  to  sit  down. 
"  For  'tis  as  easy,  dear,  to  wipe  a  cup 
And  rest  your  legs  as  well !  '      She  did  not 

ask  : 
"  Shall  I  do  this  ?  '      She  simply  did  each 

task. 
She  scrubbed  the  sink  and  swept  the  floor, 
And  looked  around  for  something  more. 
She  caught  the  milkman  as  he  passed, 
So  poor  John  got  his  food  at  last. 
She  fetched  up  groceries  from  the  town, 
And  got  the  tea — kind  Mrs.  Brown  ! 
She  washed  the  children,  and  she  said 
She'd  love  to  put  them  all  to  bed. 

At  last,  when  everything  was  right, 
She  found   her   hat   and    said    "  Good- 
night." 
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The  Cradle  Way 

GOD  comes  to  men  in  flames  of  fire  : 
In  rushing  winds  or  fierce  desire  : 
In  light,  all-blinding  and  intense  : 
In  thunderings  of  Omnipotence. 

But,  to  a  woman's  heart,  He  comes 
Not  with  the  beat  and  blare  of  drums  : 
Nor  with  the  shriek  of  trumpets — nay  ! 
He  enters  by — The  Cradle  Way. 

Through  woman  Adam  was  unmanned, 
Yet  by  her  God  Almighty  planned ; 

Because  He  knew 

This  thing  was  true, 
Her  heart  was  greater  than  her  hand. 

'Twas  woman's  hands  that  did  prepare 
The  King  of  Glory's  earthly  wear  : 
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A  tremulous  woman,  who  uprose 

And  wrapped  Him  round  with  swaddling 

clothes. 
It  was  a  woman's  arms  that  crept 
About  God's  Darling  as  He  slept. 
And  here  lies  woman's  right  to  fame  : 
To  her  the  first  sweet  Christmas  came ! 


46 


Tethered  ! 

THE  last  of  the  light  has  died  away. 
0  long,  bright  hours  of  Spring 
I've  lived  you,  chained  to  the  house  all 
day 
With  a  little  crying  thing  ! 

"  Sweet  and  low !  "  and  "  Hush-a-bye  !  " 
While  the  wild  plum's  petals  fall. 

Primroses  peep  in  the  copse  near  by, 
And  the  scolding  whitethroats  call. 

Oh,  the  wind  blew  warm,  and  the  wind 
blew  cold, 

And  sang  in  its  wistful  way 
Of  the  violet-wonder,  ages  old, 

And  the  dreams  of  a  young  Spring  day. 
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There's  a  daffodil  with  an  emerald  hood, 
There's  a  windflower,  pink  and  pale, 

There's  a  chiff-chaff's  nest  in  the  hazel 
wood, 
There's  a  shy  brown  nightingale. 

And  I've  been  tied  to  the  house  while  May 
Was  queening  it  over  the  land, 

Tethered  to  Joy  in  the  age-long  way 
By  a  little  baby's  hand. 
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My  Mother's  Ship 

ONCE  on  a  time  she  sailed  the  seas 
A  royal  argosy, 
And  many  a  little  singing  breeze 
Brought  news  of  her  to  me. 

The  treasure  that  she  bore  away, 
From  lands  of  Heart's  Desire, 

Stirred  my  young  fancy  every  day 
And  set  my  brain  on  fire  ! 

Have  I  not  watched  with  wistful  eyes, 

And  finger  laid  on  lip, 
Through  sunny  days  and  stormy  skies, 

For  my  dear  Mother's  Ship  ? 

Why,  she  had  every  dream  of  mine 
Packed  somewhere  in  her  hold. 

And  Certain  Hope  was  the  ensign 
Bound  to  her  masts  of  gold. 
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Oh,  proudly  up  the  shimmering  tide, 
While  harbour  lights  shone  o'er  her, 

I've  seen  that  longed-for  vessel  glide 
Crumbling  the  waves  before  her. 

And  with  what  grimy,  eager  hands, 
And  thoughts  of  future  trading, 

Have  I  made  fast  the  cable  bands 
And  helped  with  the  unlading  ! 

Ah,  youth  !     Fond  theme  of  many  a  song, 

Beloved  of  bard  and  sage, 
The  thoughts  of  youth  are  not  so  long 

As  thoughts  of  middle  age  ! 

To-day,  my  spirit  would  not  stir 

For  shining  argosy, 
But,  what  if  one  dear  passenger 

Should  come  ashore  to  me  ? 
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Hearing  the  Practice 

WHEN  Bunty  does  her  practising 
I    put    by    many    a   household 
thing, 
And  sit  beside  her  to  o'erlook 
The  poor  ill-used  Instruction  Book. 

First  come  the  scales.     A  queer,  erratic 

clash 
Of   stumbling   discords.     Then   a   pause 

.  .  .  then,  crash. 
She's   off   again,    one   hand   behind   the 

other  : 
"  That's  all.     I'm  glad.     For  how  I  hate 

them,  mother !  " 

And,  now,  a  tinkling  exercise 
Elicits  grunts  and  ponderous  sighs. 
You'd  scarcely  think  five  fingers  could 
Be  so  much  like  five  bits  of  wood  ! 
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Nor  that  one  small  soft  face  could  glower 
So  darkly,  counting  time  of  four. 
And  though  'tis  marked  diminuendo, 
This  ends  upon  a  shrill  crescendo  ! 

At  last  the  "  pieces  "  !     Now  with  pride 
The  little  sun-scorched  fingers  glide, 
And  lo,  a  tiny  lilting  air 
Sings  out  from — nobody  knows  where  ! 
'Tis  certain  Mendelssohn  would  grieve 
To  find  his  stately  semibreve 
Jostled  along  without  a  waver 
As  though  it  were  a  semiquaver ! 

That    plaintive    melody,    "  Long,    Long 

Ago," 
Rubs    shoulders    with    hilarious    "  Keel 

Row." 
The    "  Scottish    Bluebells "    chime   with 

frantic  glee, 
And  "  Home,  Sweet  Home  "  laughs  out 

most  joyously ! 

So  then  the  book  is  thrust  away 
And  Bunty  rushes  out  to  play. 
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I  cannot  make  her  see 

That  every  melody 

Was  fashioned  in  the  same  time-honoured 
way. 

Yes,  with  the  things  she  hates  and  so 
despises ! 

That  all  the  tunes  she  loves  and  longs  to 
play 

Were  just  made  up  of  scales  and  exer- 
cises ! 

But,  oh  !    it  takes  much  more  than  com- 
mon sense 
To  apprehend  such  things. 
It  takes  experience 
And  it  takes  wings 
To  know  that  Drudgery, 
So  dull  and  weary  eyed, 
May,  in  the  years  to  be, 
Become  a  radiant  bride. 
She  only  needs  a  little  loving, 
She  only  needs  a  little  care 
To  make  her  glorious  beyond  our  knowing 
And  how  exceeding  fair. 
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On  Proving  Yourself  in 
the  Right 

BUT,  all  the  same, 
Tis  only  fair 
That  I  should  clear  myself  from  blame. 

Why  should  I  have  to  bear 
The  loneliness  of  such  a  thing, 
The  strain,  and  pain,  of  whispering  ? 
Surely,  if  half  the  truth  is  told, 
The  other  half  should  be  as  bold. 
Since   right   is   Right    the   whole   world 

through. 
Why    not   make    known   my   grievance 
too? 

Listen,  my  Soul. 

(You  wistful,  striving  Thing, 

More  power  to  your  wing  !) 
What  really  is  your  goal  ? 
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Is  it  that  men  shall  all  think  well  of  you  ? 

Shall  praise  your  Christ-like  qualities, 
and  say, 
"  There  goes  a  man  consistent  through 
and  through, 

One  never  known  to  falter  on  the  way. 
No  breath  of  slander  ever  tainted  him  : 
His  shield  was  never  dim." 
Is  this  why  you  so  passionately  pray 
And  seek  to  vindicate  yourself  to-day  ? 


"  No,  no.     I  seek  to  vindicate  my  Master. 

If  men  misrepresent 
What   I  have  said  and  done,  it  means 
disaster 
To  the  great  enterprise  whereon  I'm 
sent. 
The   good   that    I     have    done   will    be 
un  wrought. 
My  testimony  will  wax  useless  quite. 
My  consecrated  gifts  remain  unsought. 
It  clearly  is  my  duty  to  the  world, 
And   to    the    One    Whose    banner    I've 
unfurled, 
To  prove  I  was  distinctly  in  the  right ! " 
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Men  called  your  Master  "  gluttonous." 
Implied  He  sat  too  long  at  dinners : 

Was  over-fond  of  wine  and  thus 

Was  hand-in-glove   with   flagrant   sin- 
ners. 

They  said  He  had  blasphemed  the  Name ; 

They    heaped    contempt    on    Him,    and 
blame — 

Yet,  not  a  single  word  was  true. 

Has  anyone  said  such  of  you  ? 

He  might  have  put  His  case  before 
Religious  leaders  of  His  day. 

Malignant  tongues  made  His  heart  sore, 
And  yet  He  went  upon  His  way 

So  meekly  ;    simply  doing  good 

And  giving  comfort  where  He  could. 

He  spent  no  time  in  thinking  out 

A  vindicatory  appeal 
His  bitter  enemies  to  flout — 

He  had  the  blind  and  lame  to  heal. 
His  poor  world  was  in  desperate  need. 
He  had  the  hungry  hearts  to  feed  ; 
The  gracious,  kindly  word  to  speak ; 
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With  homely  talk  He  helped  the  weak; 
He  taught  the  careless  how  to  seek : 
And  left  His  reputation  where 
It  would  receive  the  utmost  care. 


And  He  was  blameless  !  But,  can  you 
and  I 

Ever  make  such  a  claim  to  the  Most  High  ? 

Ah,  no.     Some  taint  of  blame  will  cling 

To  us  in  spite  of  everything. 

Some  vow  that  should  have  been  un- 
broken ; 

Some  word  that  should  have  been  un- 
spoken 

Will  sure  to  rise 

With  sad  accusing  eyes, 

To  tell  us,  though  men  may  misrepresent, 

We  were  not  solely,  wholly  innocent. 

Then,  how  to  act,  and  how  to  do  ? 
Poor  wounded  Heart,  if  I  were  you, 
I  would  most  earnestly  confess 
To  God  my  own  unrighteousness. 
And  then,  I'd  place  the  tangled  skein, 
The  soreness,  and  the  lonely  pain 
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In  the  Omnipotent  and  kindly  Hands 
Of  One  Who  knows  the  whole,  and  under- 
stands. 

And  after  that,  I  would  look  round 
And  do  the  next  thing  to  be  found. 
Use  hands,  and  feet,  and  brain,  and  more 
In  being  sweeter  than  before. 
And  somehow,  some  day,  some  time,  He 
May  vindicate  you  gloriously. 
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SOMETIMES,     when     I     have     been 
upstairs 
To  hear  my  darlings  say  their  prayers, 
When  I  have  told  the  bedtime  lore 
And  heard  the  quick  demand  for  more, 
Tucked  each  one  up,  and  had  the  bliss 
Of  that  last  precious  good-night  kiss, 
As  I  go  down  the  stairs  again 
With  burning  face  and  rumpled  hair, 
There  comes  a  knocking,  soft  like  rain, 
And  little  wistful  hands  are  there— 
At  my  heart's  door  they  beat  and  press — 
The  hands  of  all  the  motherless. 

There  is  no  mother  who  can  take 
Those  small  soft  hands  for  love's  dear  sake, 
And  warm  them  singly,  one  by  one, 
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And  make  the  wet  eyes  shine  with  fun. 
These  have  no  lingering  sweet  good-night, 
No  mother-touch  to  keep  them  white. 

No  one  to  make  their  dreams  come  true, 
To  wrap  them  snugly  from  the  cold, 
To  scheme,  as  you  and  I  can  do, 
That  no  good  thing  we  may  withhold. 
Ah  !     Who  can  ever  quite  express 
The  poorness  of  the  motherless  ? 

'Tis  not  enough  for  me  to  grieve. 
So  from  my  mother-brain  I'll  weave 
Some  way  of  crystalizing  pity 
Into  a  frock,  a  book,  a  kitty. 
I'll  set  my  mother-eyes  to  see 
What  can  be  done,  and  done  by  me. 

What  though  with  tasks  my  way  is  piled  ? 

I  can  squeeze  out  an  hour  to  bring 

Some  other  woman's  little  child 

A  tiny  gleam  of  comforting. 

Show  me,  O  Lord,  how  I  may  bless 

The  mothered — and  the  motherless. 
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On  the  Death  of  a  Pet 

WHERE  are  you  ?     Little  trustful 
thing,  you  ! 
Where  is  the  bit  of  you  that  called  to 

me, 
And  found  me  pleasant  company  ? 
There's  no  help  now,  nor  comfort  I  can 
bring  you. 
My  tether's  short,  and  I  can  only  see 
That  a  tiny  bundle  of  tawny  fur, 

With    a   trick   of   loving   and   making 
mirth, 
Will  never  greet  me  again,  nor  stir 
From  the  quiet  earth. 

What  ?     Where  am  I  ? 
I'm  with  the  One 

Who   must  complete   the   thing  He   has 
begun  ; 
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Who's  with  the  common  sparrow  when  it 

falls  ; 
Who  feeds  tJie  baby  raven  wiien  it  calls  ; 

Who  hears  and  heeds  the  cry 
Of  all  His  creatures  in  extremity. 
You  might  have  trusted  Him  to  see  to  me  ! 

You  ?     With  Him  ! 

But  He  has  morning  stars  to  tune ; 

He  has  new  worlds  to  name  ; 
He  has  affairs  with  sun  and  moon  ; 

With  ministers  of  flame. 

Your  death  was  but  an  incident — 

Or  so  wise  people  say — 
With  no  import  and  no  intent 

In  the  Eternal's  sway. 
I  have  not  even  right  to  claim 

His  spirit-comforting  ; 
No  right  to  call  upon  His  Name 

For  such  a  trivial  thing. 
And  could  He,  would  He  really  care, 
And  help  you,  dying,  then  and  there  ? 

But  if  your  tether  is  so  short, 
Why  judge  the  Limitless 
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By  the  Poor  measure  of  your  thought, 

By  human  narrowness  ? 
Why  hedge  Him  in  with  time  and  sense, 
Or  with  your  own  experience  ? 
As  if  there  were  not  land  and  sea 
Beyond  your  brain's  capacity  ! 

I  could  have  told  you  more  than  that — 
Just  I — your  frisky  little  cat ! 
Where  would  His  tender  mercies  be 
If  He  abandoned  even  me  ? 
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DRA  W  nigh  to  God. 
Yes,  that  I  will, 

0  voice  so  small  and  still. 

Yet,  I  must  drink  my  spirit  full 
Of  righteous  aids  to  holiness. 
First,  let  me  don  my  chasuble, 
Then  I'll  prostrate  myself,  and  make 
The  Holy  Sign,  ere  I  partake 
Of  this  most  blessed  Eucharist, 
Or  come  to  any  holy  tryst. 

1  would  not  with  unseemly  haste 
Rush     to     my     Lord.       But,     meekly, 

chaste, 
With  priestly  vestments  and  with  saintly 

care 
I    will   draw   nigh    to    God   within    His 

house  of  prayer. 
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Draw  nigh  to-  God. 

Right  gladly  I 

With  solemn  reverence  draw  nigh. 

And  I  shall  need  no  white-robed  choir 

To  make  my  wistful  soul  aspire. 

I  shall  not  seek  the  mystic  plaint 

Of  throbbing  music  ;    nor  the  faint 

Religious  light.     I  want  no  priest 

To  stand  between  me  and  the  feast. 

No  hollow  ritual  will  I  bring 

To  dull  this  audience  with  my  King. 

No  ornate  building  me  appals, 

I  worship  God  'mid  four  bare  walls. 

Naught  that  the  senses  can  possess 

Shall  hinder  me  from  holiness. 

Draw  nigh  to  God. 

Out  I  will  stray 

And  find  Him  on  the  broad  highway, 

In  cleansing  wind,  in  scented  air, 

I'll  seek  for  Him,  and  find  Him  there. 

Not  in  the  incense-laden  aisle, 

But  in  some  copse  where  violets  smile. 

Not  in  the  close  conventicle, 

But  by  the  hedgerow,  dreamy-full 

Of  primrose  and  of  celandine. 
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So,  with  His  rainbow  for  a  sign 
I  shall  come  very  near  the  One 
Who  times  the  rain  and  rules  the  sun. 

Draw  nigh  to  God. 

I  needs  must  take 

My  apron  off  .  .  .  and,  first,  I'll  bake 

These  little  pasties  ;   then  I'll  spread 

The  table-cloth.     I'll  make  my  bed. 

I'll  tidy  up,  and  wash  the  floor, 

And  shake  the  mats,  and  lock  the  door. 

When  all  is  done,  then  I'll  upstairs, 

And  reverently  I'll  say  my  prayers. 

Draw  nigh — 
Lord,  here  am  I. 
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The  Woman  and  the 
Thrush 

The  Woman 

IF  your  days  were  as  full  as  mine, 
You'd  not  have  time  to  sing. 
Your  face  would  be  one  puckered  line, 

And  cross  as  anything. 
With  beds  to  make,  and  meals  to  get, 

And  knives  and  boots  to  clean, 
With  smoky  fires  and  washing  wet, 
Tis  hurry-flurry,  flare  and  fret, 
And  not  one  single  chance  to  get 

A  breathing  space  between. 

The  Thrush 

It  takes  me  nearly  all  my  time 
To  find  my  meals  and  things. 
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My  bed  is  in  yon  leafless  lime  ; 

Its  drippings  wet  my  wings, 
And  still  ahead  are  snowy  days 

And  hours  of  icy  chill. 
Yet  something  in  my  being  says 
That  He  who  brought  me  to  my  place, 
Who  gave  me  life,  and  power  to  fly, 
He  who  can  bid  me  live  or  die, 

Commands  me  still. 
And  who  am  I 

To  say  my  frame  was  only  made 
For  nesting  in  a  summer  glade, 

Or  lilting  in  a  leafy  tree, 
For  kindly  paths  and  easy  ways. 

And  not  for  grim  adversity  ? 
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WHO  shall  redeem  thee,  Soul,  from 
loneliness  ? 
Shall  father  ?     Or  shall  mother  ? 
Can  patient  sister  find  a  way 
To  free  thee  from  this  thraldom  ? 
Nay. 

Nor  tender  loving  brother. 
For  none  of  these 

Can  penetrate  thy  inmost  sanctities. 
Because  most  true  it  is,  and  known  of  old  : 
God   made   thee    as   thou   art  .  .  .  and 
broke  the  mould. 


We  walk  in  company  a  little  way, 
And  then  there  comes  a  day 
When  our  paths  sever. 
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I  cannot  go  with  them,  nor  they  with  me, 

So,  solitarily 

My  Soul  must  walk  for  ever. 

For  not  another  creature  on  the  earth 

Can  hope  to  intermeddle  with  her  mirth. 

No  man,  nor  angel,  nor  created  thing 

Has  power  to  understand  her  sorrowing. 

•  •  • 

'Twas  thus  I  thought.     Yes,  I,  another 

Ruth. 
Alien,  unknown,  yet  striving  after  truth. 
Sitting    alone,    while    summer's    scented 

breath 
Came   stealing   slow   into   my   house   of 

death. 
For  Hope  was  dead.     And  Love  was  dead. 

Or  so 
I  thought,  as  I  sat  mourning,  long  ago. 

Then  on  my  fast-shut  door 
There  came  a  knock !  .  .  . 
"  Nay,"  I  said,  "  never  more 
Shall  my  hands  turn  that  lock. 
Nay,"  I  said  bitterly, 
And  stopped  my  ears, 
"  Knock,  if  you  will,  and  plead ; 
My  heart  shall  never  heed. 
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Never  again  shall  mocking  stranger  see 
The  tremulous  thing  a  woman's  soul  can  be. 
Knock  on  throughout  the  years, 
But  I  will  never  rise  to  let  you  in. 

"  I  have  put  off  my  dainty  woman-wear, 

And  shall  I  put  it  on 

For  any  tourist-eye  to  blink  and  stare 

Now  Hope  and  Love  are  gone  ? 

No  ...  I    have   washed   my   torn   and 

bleeding  feet ; 
And  shall  I  yet  again 
Defile    them,    walking    in    the    careless 

street  ?  "  .  .  . 

Then,  like  persistent  rain 

That  knock-knock-knocking  sounded  on 
my  door, 

Slow  patient  knocking,  till  the  dawn  out- 
wore 

The  violet  night  .  .  .  and  still 

Upon  the  stubborn  sill 

That  waiting  one  stood  knocking-knock- 
ing— yet ! 

"  Open  to  Me,  my  love  ;    My  only  one  ! 
I  have  been  waiting  here  since  set  of  sun. 
Then  open  to  Me  now." 
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"  Open  !  "  I  said.     "  Not  I  !      For  who 

art  thou 
Seeking  to   enter  where   my   best  have 

failed  ? 
I  will  not  shelter  any  !  "  .  .  . 

Thus  I  railed. 

And  still  the  voice  spake  low 
In  cadence  haunting,  slow. 
Like  songs,  the  old  loved  songs  of  long 
ago: 

"  But  if  thou  knewest  Who 

It  is  that  stoops  to  sue, 

Thou  would'st  have  bade  thy  sweet  myrrh- 
laden  hand 

To  turn  the  key.  Ah,  wilt  thou  still 
withstand  ? 

Will  all  My  loving  never  reach  thy  ken  ?  " 

Then,  stung  to  impotence,  I  loudly  cried  : 

"  Who  art  thou,  then  ?  " 

And  swiftly,  tenderly,  the  voice  replied  : 

"  /  am  thy  next  of  kin  !  " 

How   quick   I   flung   the   doorway   open 

wide ! 
"  My  Lord  !  "  I  said,  "  My  God  !  "  I  said, 

"  Come  in  !  " 
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AH,  well,  'tis  not  for  you  and  me 
To  waste  time  in  controversy. 
Yet  I  regard  you  with  distrust, 
And  bear  with  you  because  I  must. 

You  have  a  very  tiresome  way 
Of  spluttering,  as  if  in  play. 
Or  else  you  seem  in  sore  distress 
And  weep  black  tears  of  guiltiness. 

You  seem  to  have  a  special  spite 
For  everything  that's  clean  and  white. 
I  trace  your  venom  everywhere 
On  carpet,  curtain,  couch  and  chair. 

Consider,  now,  the  piteous  plight 
Of  Bunty's  fingers  every  night. 
Reflect  upon  our  walls  and  doors, 
And  ponder  well  her  pinafores. 
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The  signs  you  fashion  seem  to  be 
A  mixture  of  Hindustanee 
With  Arabic,  or  ancient  patter 
Of   some   lost   tribe  —  which  —  doesn't 
matter. 

And,  still,  in  spite  of  all,  I  greet 
Your  efforts  with  applauding  feet. 
For,  thinking  what  you  yet  may  do 
Makes  me,   perforce,   keep  friends  with 
you! 
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BUT,  surely,  I  mustn't  forgive  myself 
Too  easily ! 
I  must  lay  my  "  joy  in  the  Lord  "  on  the 
shelf, 
That  all  the  world  may  see 
How  deep,  and  true,  and  real  a  thing 

My  penitence  can  be. 
And  I  must  mourn  awhile,  and  fret, 
To  show  I  do  not  quite  forget. 
Then,  when  I'm  sick  and  worn  with  pain, 
My  Lord  may  use  me  once  again. 

Oh,  heart  of  mine,  take  care,  lest  you 
confuse 

What  God  has  said, 
With  what  you  weakly  choose 

To  think  of  Him  instead. 
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You  always  were  a  poor,   short-sighted 
thing, 
Weary,  and  cheery,  on  the  self-same  day. 
The  sweet   and   bitter  issue   from   your 
spring, 
So  are  you  to  be  trusted,  anyway  ? 

And,  who  are  you,  that  you  should  still 
accuse 
The  one  God  has  acquitted  ? 
Why  prison  up  the  "  Joy  "  that  He  would 
use  ? 
As  if  it  benefited 
One  single  soul  for  you  to  go  about 
With  your  poor  pack  of  Failures  inside 
out! 

Then — who  knows — while  you  grieve  and 

fret 
To  prove  you  do  not  quite  forget, 
Some  seeking  spirit  may, 
Upon  that  very  day, 

Take  knowledge  of  your  mournful  face, 
And  sadly  turn  away ; 

Because  she  tried  in  vain  to  trace 
Some  likeness  to  the  gracious  One, 
Whose  countenance  was  like  the  sun. 
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"  Be  mournful  in  the  Lord  "  ?     My  friend, 

not  so. 
Rejoice  in  Him,  and  let  the  sad  world 

see 
Him  shining  in  your  eyes  ...  let  people 

know 
Him  in  your  voice's  timbre.     Let  them 

be 
Quite  sure  of  Him,  because  your  nimble 

feet 
Run  to  the  tiresome  tasks.     Yes,  let  them 

meet 
Christ  in  your  adverse  day  of  wear  and 

stress, 
And   handle   Him,    through   your   sweet 

cheerfulness. 
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I  ROSE  with  such  an  aching  head, 
Got  out  the  wrong  side  of  the  bed, 
And  dressed  in  haste ;  and  scamped  my 

prayers, 
Discovered,  half  the  way  downstairs, 
I  had  my  blouse  on  outside  in. 
I  hurried  back  to  find  a  pin, 
And,  somehow — no,  I  can't  tell  why  ! 
I  fastened  in  my  Cobweb  Eye. 

'Twas  not  surprising,  you'll  agree, 
That  everything  went  wrong  with  me. 
The  breakfast-room  seemed  all  about, 
The  fire  had  smouldered  nearly  out. 
The  knives  lay  crooked  on  the  table, 
And  Bunty's  hands  resembled  sable. 
The  cat  had  chewed  our  kippers  up, 
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And  Jane  had  chipped  my  favourite  cup. 
John  read  his  paper,  and  seemed  surly, 
And  said :    "  What  ?     No,   I  shan't  be 
early  !  " 

And  all  that  day  things  went  awry, 
For — looking  through  my  Cobweb  Eye — 
I  saw  each  window  ledge  was  dusty, 
The  kitchen  cupboards  smelt  quite  musty. 
Fat,  jovial  spiders  spun  their  looms 
About  the  corners  of  the  rooms. 
Small  cinders  scrunched  upon  the  floor, 
Black  finger-prints  marked  every  door. 
The  hooks  had  slipped,  and  curtains  hung 
In  horrid  gaps.     Our  neighbour  flung 
Her  mats  about,  and  shook  her  duster, 
Till  all  my  nerves  were  in  a  fluster. 

The  baker  brought  us  dumpy  bread, 
The  milk  boiled  all  away,  Jane  said, 
And  made  a  nasty,  greasy  mess 
That  spoilt  the  gas-stove's  cleanliness. 
Life's  song  was  turned  into  a  sigh, 
As  I  looked  through  my  Cobweb  Eye. 

Now,  how,  or  why,  it  came  about 
I  don't  exactly  know.     It  might 
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Have  been  a  sudden  gleam  of  light, 
Or  lilt  of  some  remembered  air 
That  stirred  sweet  memories,  unaware  ; 
Or,  just  a  lilac-scented  wind, 
Or,  p'raps  a  smile — but,  never  mind 
Just  what — my  spirit  gave  a  shout ! 
And  that  old  Cobweb  Eye  fell  out ! 

And,  then  and  there,  I  seemed  to  see 

The  blessings  that  surrounded  me. 

There  came,  with  sudden  rush  of  wings, 

The  old  delight  in  little  things. 

"  Little,"  yet  great  enough  to  fill 

A  woman's  life  up,  if  she  will. 

The  comradeship  of  woods  and  hills, 

The  friendly  sheen  of  daffodils. 

The  bright  hearthstone  in  stormy  weather, 

The  joy  of  keeping  things  together. 

Of  being  confidant-in-chief 

To  two,  at  least,  in  hope  or  grief. 

Of  being  "  equal  "  to  her  task, 

What  more  could  any  woman  ask  ? 

I  said  :    "  Considering  how  great 
My  calling  is,  I  will  not  wait. 
Before  another  hour  goes  by 
I'll  scrap  that  tiresome  Cobweb  Eye  !  " 
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BUNTY 

WHAT  shall  I  do  with  you,  bit  of 
brown  earth  ? 
Oh,  what  shall  I  do  with  you  ? 
How  can  I  use  you  for  what  you  are 
worth  ? 
Tell  me,  what  shall  I  do  ? 

Earth 
Dig  me,  dear,  dig  me  deep, 
I  am  truly  half  asleep  ; 
Break  my  clods  and  do  your  best, 
Frost  and  rain  will  do  the  rest. 

Bunty 
Well,  I've  digged  you  and  I've  raked  you, 
Now  I  hope  I've  really  waked  you. 
Frost  has  bound  you, 
Rain  has  found  you. 

81  F 


Bunty  and  the  Seed  Patch 

You  have  felt  the  friendly  sun ; 
What's  the  next  thing  to  be  done  ? 

Earth 
Sow  me,  dear,  sow  me  quick ! 
Not  too  sparse  and  not  too  thick. 

Bunty 

Well,   I've  sown  you !     Hurry,   please ! 

Use  your  tiny  magic  keys  ; 

Open  every  little  seed ; 

Give  them  everything  they  need. 

Bird 
You  may  sow, 
But  will  they  grow  ? 
Can  a  little  sunburnt  hand 
Ever  make  them  understand  ? 
Will  a  pansy  ever  peep, 
Or  an  aster  wake  from  sleep  ? 
Oh,  can  any  loveliness 
Spring  from  such  a  sowing  ? 

Wind 

Yes! 

Tis  the  life  in  the  seed, 
Not  the  skill  in  the  fingers, 

Makes  a  flower  indeed, 

And  a  fragrance  that  lingers. 
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BUNTY 

Oh,  bit  of  brown  earth,  you're  so  slow, 

you're  so  slow ! 
I   don't  think  you're  making  my  little 

seeds  grow ! 
There's  not  a  green  shoot,  nor  the  smallest 

blade  showing, 
And  yet  'tis  a  week,  a  whole  week,  since 

the  sowing ! 

Earth 

Bend  your  ear. 
Listen,  dear, 
Close  to  me, 
Silently ! 

Seeds  under  the  Ground 

We  are  looking,  looking,  looking, 

We  are  looking  for  the  light. 
We  are  pushing  little  bladelets 
Up  and  up  with  all  our  might. 
Pushing  blindly, 
But  so  kindly, 
It  is  certain  that  we  may 
Any  moment  of  the  day 
See  our  way.     Ah,  see  our  way  ! 
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Bunty 

Why,  they're  singing ! 

Yes,  they  are — 
Songs  like  fairy  belfries  ringing 

From  afar ! 
I  can  hear  a  tiny  shout ! 

Oh,  brown  earth,  can  you  ? 
Shall  I  stir  them  round  about  ? 

Now,  hurrah,  they're  through  ! 

Seedlings  above  the  Ground 

Here  we  are  !     Here  we  are  ! 
Sown  by  little  restless  hands, 
Frost  and  rain  for  swaddling  bands. 
We  have  heard  the  jovial  sun 
Calling  to  us  one  by  one. 
Love  us  !     We  have  travelled  far ! 
Here  we  are  !     Here  we  are  ! 
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YES,  'twas  the  end  of  the  earth ! 
There  was  no  more  to  do, 
Nothing  to  say,  nor  to  hear. 
Nothing  to  hope  for ;   nothing  to  fear. 
Nothing  of  wisdom  nor  mirth 
Could  pierce  the  mists  through — 
'Twas  the  end  of  the  earth. 


And  yet,  that  same  end  of  the  earth 

Is  so  often  the  place 

Where  God  gets  His  chance  with  us  all. 

When  our  earth  and  our  air  castles  fall, 

He  can  show  us  His  face. 

We  can  see  what  our  best  aims  are  worth 

At  the  end  of  the  earth. 
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Time  fails  me  to  tell  you  of  Ruth  ; 
Of  Joseph,  and  Moses,  and  Job, 
Who,  reaching  that  part  of  the  globe, 
Knew  this  to  be  truth. 
And,  what  of  a  certain  eleven 
Who,  waiting  in  sorrow's  sad  dearth, 
Found  out  that  a  suburb  of  Heaven 
Was  close  to  the  end  of  the  earth  ? 
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DOWN  the  road  to  the  little  church 
the  thankful  folk  are  going. 
The  common  tasks  are  put  aside ;    the 

spade-work  and  the  sewing. 
I    watch    them    all   go    trooping   by,    so 

cheerily  together, 
With  daisies  of  St.  Michaelmas,  and  trails 
of  purple  heather. 

The  great  loaf  passed  just  now,  and  then 

The  golden  sheaf  of  barley 
Was  carried  by  the  farmer's  men, 

Old  Richard  and  young  Charley. 

I  saw  the  grapes  go  by,  from  squire's, 

A  little  handcart  full. 
And  vicar  passed  just  then  and  helped 

The  village  lads  to  pull. 
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Then    came    the    well-scrubbed    carrots, 

giant  marrows,  noble  beet, 
And   tiny    children   racing   by    on   little 

lightsome  feet. 
All  tripping  past  my  window,  full  of  joy 

— the  joy  of  living  ; 
All  going  down  the  scented  lane  to  join  in 

the  Thanksgiving. 

"  Ah,  Lord,  I  cannot  go  ! 

For  my  poor  feet  are  slow. 

Tied  to  this  couch,  and  yet 

Thou  knowest  how  I  set 

My  love  upon  Thee — even  I. 

And  Thou  wilt  heed  a  weakling's  cry. 

Thou  knowest  that  I,  too,  would  bring 

To  Thee  my  sweets  of  harvesting. 

"  I  went  forth  weeping.     But  I  come  again 
Rejoicing,  like  the  torn  wheat  after  rain. 
No  other  would  have  trusted  precious  seed 
To  hands  so  helpless  and  so  full  of  need. 
Hands  that  can  only  sow 
In  wayside  ruts,  in  casual  crevices. 
Feet  that  can  only  tread 
The  shut-in  path  from  easy-chair  to  bed ! 
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"  And  yet  I  know 

That  spirit  winds  can  blow, 

Making  the  increase  to  outstrip  my  plan, 

Because  my  Father  is  the  husbandman  ! 

"  And  so, 

All  tremulous  and  low, 

My  spirit  sings  a  rhapsody  about  the  joy 

of  living, 
And  all  that  is  within  me,  Lord,  shall  join 

in  that  thanksgiving." 
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YOU  reached  us  through  an  ordinary 
channel — 
The  penny  post — upon  a  day  of  rime. 
Our  spirits  were  as  low  as  well-damped 
flannel ; 
We  railed  about  our  land's  uncertain 
clime. 

And,  then,  you  came  !     A  thing  of  scarlet 
petals  ; 
Of  rose-red  crimson,  and  of  borage  blue. 
We  swept  our  minds  from  pots  and  pans 
and  kettles, 
And  gladly  welcomed  you. 

Out    from    our    dreariest    borders    stole 
azaleas, 
With  blood-red  wallflowers,    margue- 
rites and  phlox, 
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Tall    lilies,    hardy    scabious,     flaunting 
dahlias, 
Bold    peonies,    shy    pansies,    scented 
stocks. 

Flaming  with  lupins,  gay  with  gladiolus. 
How    sweet    with    myrtle    and    with 
lavender. 
We  heard  the  wild  bee  wooing  dim  corol- 
las. 
We  sensed  wild  thyme,  and  rosemary, 
and  myrrh. 

Yes,  on  a  day  all  silent  and  cold-bitten, 
We  saw  the  frost-bound  wilderness  set 
free, 
By  faith  we  found  the  grey  with  sunshine 
litten, 
Discerned    the    singing    summer    that 
should  be. 
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Thoughts  on  the  Old  Year 

The  World 

WELL,  'twas  a  wretched  journey ! 
Why,  your  dress 
Is  wet  with  bitter  waters  you  passed 
through  ! 
And,  in  your  outmost  strain  and  inmost 
stress, 
No  comrade  cared,  nor  companied  with 

you. 

The  Soul 

Nay,  now  you're  wrong ! 

When  I  passed  through  the  waters  deep 

and  high, 
I  found  a  Comrade  there.     Yes,  very  nigh. 
And,  but  for  entering  that  grievous  place, 
Perchance  I  never  should  have  seen  the 

Face 
Which  makes  a  weakling  stronger  than 

the  strong. 
What  though  the  force  of  the  flood  did 

try  me  ? 
I  shall  have  time  to  sit,  and  dry  me. 
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The  Flesh 
Ah,  what  a  thorny  way  !     Poor  hands  of 

pity! 
Why   should   they   strive   to   reach    the 

Golden  City  ? 
Why  not  a  little  comfort  as  the  path 

uncloses  .  .  .  ? 

The  Soul 
I  grieve  not.     For  my  hands  are  full  of 

roses ! 
They  never  could  have  spilt  their  beauty 

out 
But  for  the  thorns  which  compassed  me 

about. 
Away,  thou  craven,  with  the  kindly  voice  ! 
Why  should'st  thou  pity,  when  I  would 

rejoice  ? 

The  Devil 
Stones  !     Nought  but  cruel  stones  ! 
Stumbling   to   saintliness   through   sighs 

and  groans : 
Why,  what  a  yesterday  ! 
The  Soul 
What  ?     What  ?     Why,  you  mistake  me. 
Those  stones  could  never  break  me. 
Those  are  my  Ebenezers,  scattered  along 

the  way  ! 
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Our  Jake 

WE  was  sittin'  in  the  firelight  (Christ- 
mas were  next  day  but  one) 
A-talkin',  like  we  always  does,  about  our 

sailor  son  ; 
We'd  put  us  up  some  mistletoe,  and  bits 

of  holly  too, 
'Cos  that  was  just  the  sort  of  thing  our 
Jake  was  used  to  do  ! 

The  lads  outside  was  singin'  loud  "  While 

shepherds  watched  by  night," 
And  banging  of  our  knocker  just  about 

with  all  their  might ; 
And   missis   took   out   ha'pence    and    a 

Christmas  pie  or  two — 
Because  'twere  just  the  sort  of  thing  our 

Jake  was  used  to  do. 
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But  oh,  our  hearts  was  lonely,  and  the 

Christmas  cheer  seemed  chill, 
Though  Christmas  bells  rang  many  a  peal 

up  over  Gatcombe  Hill ; 
I  gets  out  nuts,  and  mends  the  fire  and 

stirs  it  with  my  shoe. 
(That  there  was  just  the  sort  of  thing  our 

Jake  was  used  to  do.) 


And  suddent  mother  heard  a  step — a  sort 

o'  rollin'  tread. 
"  I  hope  there  ain't  no  tramps  about  to 

scare  us  both  !  "  she  said. 
When  all  to  once  the  handle  turned,  the 

door  was  flinged  out  wide — 
A  great   broad  chap  with  such  a  beard 

was  standin'  just  inside  ! 
"  Hallo  !     Is  anybody  in  ?     Ho,  skipper, 

how's  yer  crew  ?  " 
Aw,  well,  'twas  just  the  sort  of  thing  our 

Jake  was  used  to  do  ! 


"  And  was  it  Jake  ?  "     O'  course  it  were  ! 
And  missis,  her  be  proud  ! 
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Her's  makin'  Christmas  puddens  and  her's 

askin'  up  a  crowd. 
Yes,  he've  brought  her  home  a  parrot  and 

a  shawl  all  red  and  blue — 
Oh,  that  was  just  the  sort  o'  thing  our 

Jake  was  sure  to  do  ! 

So  it's  Merry  Christmas  to  us  all !     An' 

if  you're  passin'  near 
Just  lookye  in  and  see  our  son  an'  taste 

our  Christmas  cheer. 
He've  seen  the  Shah  of  Persia  and  he've 

been  to  Timbuctoo  : 
But  all  this  here's  the  sort  of  thing  he 

always  used  to  do  ! 
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The  Baby-Girl  next   Door 

THE  baby-girl  next  door  is  such  a 
restless  little  sprite, 
She  never  gives  us  any  peace  from  morn- 
ing until  night ; 
She's  always  running  up  their  path  and 

climbing  through  our  fence, 
And  peeping  in  our  washhouse  door — the 
little  Impudence  ! 

She  picks  our  flowers  and  drives  our  cat, 

and  every  afternoon, 
When  Dad  and  I  take  forty  winks,  she 

sings  a  lusty  tune ; 
Or  she  drags  her  little  go-cart  up  and  down 

the  yard  with  glee, 
Till  there's  not  a  thought  of  sleep  for  Dad 

and  not  a  wink  for  me. 
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She  is  for  ever  losing,  too,  her  terra-cotta 

ball 
Among  our  finest  asters  growing  by  the 

garden  wall ; 
And  she  asks  for  "  jinks  "  of  water,  just 

as  saucy  as  you  please, 
And  worries  me  for  bits  of  cake,  and  Dad 

for  bread-and-cheese. 

She  puts  stones  in  our  water-can  with 
manner  like  a  queen's  ! 

She  pulls  the  scarlet  blossoms  off  our 
cherished  kidney  beans. 

There's  not  a  seed-patch  anywhere  with- 
out her  footmarks  showing  : 

She's  always  "  dest  a-comin'  "  or  else  she's 
"  dest  a-goin'  "  ! 

A  tiresome  little  child  ?  I  beg  your  par- 
don, Mrs.  Brown  : 

There's  not  another  such  a  bairn  lives  in 
or  out  this  town  ! 

I'll  thank  you  to  be  careful,  ma'am  !  A 
nuisance  ?     That  she's  not ! 

She's  the  dearest — and  the  only — little 
grandchild  that  we've  got ! 
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The  New  Year 

THREE  women  looked  into  the  New 
Year's  face, 
With  a  wondering  smile,  and  a  wistful 
stare : 
As  he  moved  like  a  princeling  to  his  place, 
They  each  stood  questioning  with  him 
there. 

"  Come,"  said  the  first,  "  what  gifts  are 
you  bringing  ? 
Open  your  casket,  and  show  them  to 
me. 
Have  I  not  longed  for  you,  wooed  you 
with  singing, 
Dreamed  of  the  joy  that  your  coming 
might  be  ? 

Now,  your  three  hundred  days  and 
more, 
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Are  knocking  loudly  at  my  door  : 
But,  is  my  Golden  Day 
Among  them  ?     New  Year,  say  !  ' 

"  Why,  they  may  all  be  golden  days 

For  you  to  take  and  use  ; 
To  lead  yon  into  royal  ways, 

And  queenly  avenues. 
This  depends  on  how  you  greet  them, 
With  what  comradeship  you  meet  them. 
I  bring  them  to  you,  fresh  and  fair, 
But  you  will  set  the  imprint  there." 

"  So,  you've  come  !  '      The  second  woman 

smiled, 
And  wrapped  her  arms  round  a  little  child. 
Her  cheeks  were  lined,  but  her  eyes  were 

sweet 
As  the  young  May  dawn,  over  springing 

wheat. 
"  I  suppose  you've  brought  me  the  usual 

dole 
Of  wear  and  tear,  for  body  and  soul. 
And  every  one  of  your  precious  hours 
Will    be  filled    right   up   with    sunshine 

and  showers. 
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That  your  days  of  darkness  and  days  of 

light 
Will  every  one  of  them  work  out  right. 
But  cooking,  and  washing,  and  mending 

clothes, 
Is  all  you've  got  for  me,  I  suppose." 

"  I've  brought  you  more  than  that,  I  know. 

I've  brought  the  sweets  of  living  ! 
Yes,  time  to  till  the  ground  and  sow  ; 
Grand  opportunities  to  grow  : 

Chances  to  go  on  giving  I 
High,  everlasting  doors  are  these, 
I  bring  them  near.     You  hold  the  keys." 

Said  the  other  woman  :    "At  my  gate 
I've  seen  four-score  of  your  kindred  wait. 
There's  little,  now,  that  you  can  bring 
To  make  my  earth-worn  lips  to  sing. 
There's  little  I  can  give,  to  make 
Life  sweet,  for  anybody's  sake. 
Your  fair  young  face  is  but  a  token, 
My  golden  bowl  is  nearly  broken. 
How  is  it  that  I  sense 
The  real  life,  and  the  true, 
Beyond  my  poor  experience,  . 
And  my  best  thoughts  of  you  ?  " 
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"  Why,  when  the  hands  hang  down, 

And  knees  are  feeble  things, 
When  hopes  are  shrivelled  brown, 

The  Soul  will  find  her  wings. 
And,  blessed  is  the  one, 

Whate'er  her  name  may  be, 
Who  knows  the  setting  of  her  sun 

Means  Dawn — across  the  sea  !  " 
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What  Bunty  thought  of 
the  Painters 

WE'RE  having  lovely  times  at  home, 
We've  got  the  painters  there. 
Inside  and  out,  and  round  about. 
They  seem  just  everywhere. 
And  father  groans,  and  mother  sighs, 
Our  pussies  quite  agree, 
They  hate  the  mess  and  muddle ;    but 
We  like  it — Jane  and  me ! 

There's  such  a  turpentiny  smell, 
In  every  room  it  lingers. 
Tis  on  each  dress  that  I  possess, 
Jane's  got  it  on  her  fingers. 
The  painter-men  are  all  so  kind, 
For,  while  we  had  our  tea, 
I  saw  one  lift  the  window  blind 
To  smile  at  Jane  and  me  ! 
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Bunty  and  the  Painters 

I  heard  Dad  say  :    "  Now,  Mr.  Brown, 
Give  three  coats  to  the  fence." 
Dad  doesn't  know  his  truly-name 
Is  Mr.  Impudence. 
I  know,  for  Jane  told  me  again, 
And  laughed  aloud  in  glee, 
When  I  said  :    "  Mr.  Impudence, 
Do  talk  to  Jane  and  me  !  " 

Long  ladders  dig  our  pansy  beds, 

Big  paint-pots  spoil  our  grass. 

I  stepped  in  one,  and,  just  for  fun, 

I  smeared  my  face — alas  ! 

I  found  a  piece  of  putty,  nice 

And  soft  as  it  could  be. 

We've  put  it  in  the  butter  ice 

To  harden,  Jane  and  me  ! 

It's  lovely  having  painters  here. 

But  Daddy  says  its  plain 

He'll  never  have  the  house  done  down 

Till  Doomsday  comes  again. 

And,  when  they  finish,  Friday  night, 

He'll  sing  "  Land  of  the  Free," 

Mum  says  she'll  dance  for  pure  delight, 

But  we  shan't — Jane  and  me  ! 

104 


The  Whosoever  Way 

THE  city  hall  was  packed  right  to  the 
doors. 
The  people  thronged  the  gangways — yes, 

in  scores  ! 
The  speaker — young,  vehement,  called  to 

them 
To  help  in  building  New  Jerusalem. 

Talking  about  the  modern  cults,  he  said 
That  the  old  faiths  were  obsolete — were 

dead. 
That   Higher  Thought  had  ousted  and 

dispelled 
The  old  quaint  notions  that  our  fathers 

held. 

That  education  had  exploded  quite 
The     ancient     landmarks     men     called 
"  wrong  "  and  "  right." 
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He  said  there  must  be  new  and  better 

ways 
For  youthful  feet  in  these   enlightened 

days. 

That  we  must  drop  the  poor  old-fashioned 

creeds 
Which,  maybe,  fitted  Noah's  early  needs. 
Such  might  be  glimmering  stars,  but  we 

had— light ! 
We  must  press  upward  to  the  Infinite  ! 

The  young  voice  thrilled.     The  audience, 

eager-eyed, 
Hung  gladly  on  his  words.     Till  he  replied, 
Asking  most  courteously  if  anyone 
Would  care  to  answer  him,  for  he  had 

done. 

Then  suddenly,  beside 

The  folding  doors  an  ancient  man  uprose — 

Not   rich,    nor   mighty,    judging   by   his 

clothes ; 
Yet  he  was  noble,  and  the  stateliest  there 
Honoured  his  gentle  mien  and  silver  hair. 
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"  Good  friends,"  he  said — the  timbre  in 

his  voice 
Made  young  and  old  lean  forward  and 

rejoice — 
"  Good  friends,  if  in  the  unknown  seas 

My  craft  had  found  a  way 
To  weather  tide  and  stormy  breeze, 

And  now  at  anchor  lay, 
Why,  I  should  be  a  churl  indeed 

If  ever  secretly 
I  kept  the  chart  that  solved  my  need — 

The  star  which  guided  me. 


"  O  young  explorers  !     You  who  reach 

Out  to  the  Infinite, 
Searching  the  pebbles  on  life's  beach, 

Asking  the  speechful  night ; 
O  fingers,  stretched  so  eagerly ; 

O  longing  eyes  that  scan  ; 
O  ears  that  wait  their  sesame ; 

O  wistful  heart  of  man  ; 
Know  this  :    To  find  your  utmost  bliss, 

And  find  it  now  you  may, 
There  is  a  well-worn  path,  and  'tis 

The  Whosoever  Way  ! 
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"Planned  by  Omnipotence  alone 

In  His  sublime  abode  ; 
No  angel  ever  hewed  the  stone 

Which  formed  that  heavenly  road. 
Not  for  His  shining  seraph's  ken 

God  builded  it — why,  nay  ! 
But  for  the  sin-stained  feet  of  men — 

This  Whosoever  Way  ! 

"  Up,  then  !     Above  the  clouds  !     Above 

The  tireless  stars,  and  higher 
Than  that  which  you  and  I  call  love. 

Further  than  far  desire. 
If  for  the  Ultimate  you  sigh, 

Press  forward,  and  to-day 
Feel  after  Him,  and  find  Him  by 

His  Whosoever  Way  !  " 

Silence  a  while,  then  somewhere  'mid  the 

throng 
A    woman's    voice    rose    rapturously    in 

song  ! 
"  All  hail  the  'power  of  Jesu's  Name."     A 

score 
Of  voices  joined  her.     Quickly  hundreds 

more 
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Took  up  the  notes  :   "  Let  angels  prostrate 

fall. 
Bring  forth    the    royal    diadem."     This 

clarion  call 
Thrilled     every     heart.      And     "  Crown 

Him  !  "    woke  a  choir 
Of  young  and  loyal  spirits  set  on  fire. 

The  vast  crowd  rose  as  one,  and  valiant 

floor  and  wall 
Echoed  that  "  Crown  Him  !  Crown  Him  ! 

Crown  Him  !    Lord  of  all  !  " 

(Author's  Note. — //  used  as  a  recitation, 
the  words  in  italics  should  be  sung.) 
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The  Copper  Beech  is  late 
for  School 

Spirits  of  the  Garden 

WHEN  Spring  came  to  our  pleasance 
She  called  the  register, 
And  at  her  winsome  presence 

Sweet  winds  stirred  larch  and  fir. 
There  came  a  far  faint  rustle, 
A  swift  assembling  bustle, 
Then  with  one  last  great  hustle, 
Her  scholars  were  astir. 

Pear 

I  was  the  first  to  hear  her  voice, 
I  was  the  firstling  of  her  choice. 
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Cherry 
I  was  the  next  to  hear,  and,  oh, 
She  loved  my  bells  of  glittering  snow. 

Apple 
I  paled  and  blushed  to  hear  her  speak, 
As  she  stooped  low  to  kiss  my  cheek. 

Lilac 
And  when  I  saw  her  tears  drop  down, 
I  hurried  on  my  mauve-sweet  gown. 

Laburnum 
I  heard  !     And  with  a  joyous  shout 
I  shook  my  yellow  tassels  out. 

Chorus  of  Trees 
We're  present !     Present !     All  of  us  ! 
And  all  in  time  without  a  fuss. 

Spring 
Who's  is  that  dreaming  drowsy  head, 
That   nods   and   sways    with   arms   out- 
spread ? 

Chorus  of  Trees 
Why,    that's    the    Copper   Beech !     He's 

slumbering  yet. 
Wake,  dullard,  wake  !     How  can  you  so 
forget  ? 
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Spring 
Copper  Beech  !     Copper  Beech  ! 

Chorus  of  Trees 

One  would  have  thought  her  voice  would 

reach 
Into  his  dreams  and  shame  him  quite, 
Or  wake  him,  with  its  sheer  delight. 
He  knows  this  is  against  the  rule  ! 
It  is  a  shame  to  sleep  at  school ! 
Call  him,  swallows,  as  you  pass; 

Scorch  him,  sunbeams,  as  you  go; 
Whisper,  windlets,  to  the  grass, 

Tis  a  shame  to  flout  Spring  so  ! 

Spring 
What  do  you  dream  of,  Copper  Beech? 
Where  is  your  wayward  will  ? 

Your  comrades  all 

Have  heard  my  call, 
Why  are  you  sleeping  still  ? 

Copper  Beech  (drowsily) 

I  dream  of  what  the  swallows  said 
To  the  soft  winds  about  my  head, 
And  of  the  blood-red  gillyflowers 
That  scent  the  gay  light-hearted  hours. 
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Forget-me-nots  and  pansies  dim 
Are  kneeling  now  about  my  feet. 

How  can  I  heed  your  morning  hymn, 
When  I  have  dreams  so  fair  and  sweet  ? 

Spring 
Put  off  your  gown  of  russet  hue, 

Put  on  your  dainty  wear. 
Swing  out  those  bannerets  of  gold, 
Let  all  your  dreaming  buds  unfold 

Into  this  winsome  air. 

Chorus  of  Trees 

Wake — wake — wake  !     For  you  the  class 
is  waiting. 
Hearken — hark  !    You  cannot  help  but 
hear ! 
Pink — pink — pink  !     The  chaffinches  are 
mating 
With  sweet — sweet — sweet !     And  kiss 
me — kiss  me — dear  ! 

Rain 

Hist !     Here   am   I.     With    my   pit-pit- 
patter, 

With  my  kiss-kiss-kissing,  and  my  chit- 
chit-chatter, 

113  h 


The  Copper  Beech  is  Late 

With  my  slow  soft  whisper,  and  my  quick 

loud  clatter. 
I  am  passing  by,  but  I'll  come  again. 
I'm  the  rain  !     I'm  the  rain  ! 

Chorus  of  Trees 

Look  at  him — look  at  him — look  at  him  ! 

Why, 
He  wakened  as  the  rain  passed  by. 
Quick  from  their  sheaths  his  buds  unfold, 
And  silken  leaves  of  crinkled  gold, 

So  joyous  and  so  free, 
Peep  out,   and  stretch,   and  wave,   and 

trail, 
Till  each  is  like   a  rosy  sail 

Upon  a  sunset  sea. 

Spring 

Why !    Welcome,  Copper  Beech !    I  thank 

you,  timely  Rain. 
Attention,  please  !     I'll  call  the  register 

again. 
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"  Without  Him  was  not  any 
thing  made  that  was  made  " 

NO,  not  the  tiniest  thing  ! 
He  made  the  purple  of  the  martin's 
wing  : 
The    powdered    pollen    on    the    golden 

palm  : 
The  joy  that  wrought  the  thrush's  silver 

psalm  : 
The  under-petals  of  the  daisy's  face  : 
The  cool,  green  fern  uncurling  in  its  place. 

Only,  our  poor,  slow  ears 
Are  seldom  fine  enough  to  catch  the  word, 
Beset  by  mortal  fears, 
We  are  too  deaf  :    too  dull,  to  say  "  We 
heard !  " 

And  still  day  unto  day 
Is  uttering  speech  aright. 
Night  unto  quiet  night 
Is  showing  knowledge  in  its  own  calm 
way. 
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The  Lad's  Love  in  your 
Letter 

YOU  never  said  the  garden  ways  were 
trim  with  fragrant  phlox, 
Nor  that  the  roses  blossom,   as  they 
blossomed  long  ago. 
You  told  me  not  a  word,  my  dear,  about 
the  hollyhocks, 
'Twas  the  lad's  love  in  your  letter  told 
me  all  I  cared  to  know. 

You  never  said  you  loved  me  still.     No 
tender  word  betrayed 
That  all  your  heart  beat  true  to  me,  as 
in  the  long  ago. 
Nor  how  your  soul  kept  vigil  through  the 
silent  years,  and  prayed — 
But  the  lad's  love  in  your  letter,  sweet, 
dropped  out  and  told  me  so. 
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Caged  Linnet 

OW  is  it  with  the  trees  ? 
How  is  it  with  the  air  ? 


Linnet  from  the  Wood 
They're  talking  to  the  breeze. 
White  cherry  blossom's  there, 
And  flies  are  whirling  fast. 
Each  evening  comes  more  slow ; 
The  brook  is  swirling  past. 

Caged  Linnet 
I  didn't  know. 

Linnet  from  the  Wood 
There's  a  green  shoot  or  two 
On  every  beechen  bough. 
The  woodside  shines  with  blue ; 
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The  chiff-chaff's  building  now  ; 
The  warbler's  here  again, 
And  whitethroats  come  and  go. 
I'm  nesting  in  yon  lane. 

Caged  Linnet 
I  didn't  know. 

Linnet  from  the  Wood 
Do  they  give  you  drink  ? 
Do  they  give  you  seeds  ? 

Caged  Linnet 

Yes,  and  this  they  think 

Is  all  a  linnet  needs. 

But  I'm  dreaming  of  the  rutways  filled 

with  rain, 
Of  the  grasses  where  moon-daisies  wax 

and  wane. 
I'm  dreaming  of  the  nights  and  days 
When  I  was  there. 
I'm  weary  for  the  woodland  ways, 
I'm  lovesick  for  the — air. 
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Putting  Away 

I'M  putting  away  the  cradle — 
Tis  a  wise  and  a  right  thing,  they 
say— 
The  sheets,  and  the  dainty  pillow 
Where  the  dear  little  head  never  lay 

I'm  putting  away  the  basket 
With  its  tiny  bottles  and  tins, 

Its  soft  little  cushions  and  pockets, 
And  multitudinous  pins. 

I'm  putting  away  the  nighties 

With  their  hand-stitched  tuckings  and 
lace, 

Head  flannels  and  soft  cosinesses 

That  were  meant  for  the  dear  little 

face. 
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But,  I  can't  put  away  the  fragrance 
That  clings  round  my  dear's  birthday. 

The  love  and  the  great  understanding 
I  needn't  put  these  away. 

For  those  dear  little  hands  pushed  open 
Wide  doors  in  my  heart's  deep  cell. 

And  the  little  pink  feet  ran  swiftly 
Down  the  streets  of  my  soul  as  well. 

The  garments  I  fashioned  may  perish, 

May  be  worn,  yes,  and  torn,  by  another. 
But  for  ever  I'll  wear  the  raiment  most 
fan- 
That    my    little    child    made    for    his 
mother. 
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The  Broken  Pot 

IT  happened  on  a  day  of  Spring 
When  fields  were  bright  with  blos- 
soming. 
The  children  found  a  violet, 
White,  purple-tipped,  and  dewy  wet. 
And  whiffs  of  honey-laden  bloom 
Stole  right  into  our  living-room. 
The  work  went  easily  that  day, 
As  if  some  Joy  were  on  the  way, 
As  if  some  Promise,  sure  and  sweet, 
Drew  near  to  us  with  winged  feet. 

And  then — Jane  broke  the  pot ! 

My  cherished  Doulton  pot — a  wedding 
present. 
And  oh,  my  heart  waxed  hot. 

I  uttered  truths  that  were  not  wholly 
pleasant. 
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The  Broken  Pot 

And  quick,  with  a  headlong  rush, 
As  if  that  would  end  the  matter, 

I  seized  the  dustpan  and  brush, 

And  swept  up  the  bits  with  a  clatter. 

I  spent  a  full  hour  or  more 

In  groaning  and  grumbling, 
Till  Jane  slammed  the  kitchen  door 

And  kept  the  storm  rumbling. 

I  snapped  at  the  children  ;    and  John 
Coming  home  for  his  dinner 

Asked  where  my  sweet  temper  had  gone, 
Asked  who  was  the  sinner  ! 

"  Jane's  broken  my  pot,"  I  began, 
And  it  seemed  that  I  could  not  cease. 

John  said — it  was  just  like  a  man — 
"  And,  Somebody's  broken  our  peace  !  ' 

"  But,  Somebody  couldn't  help  it,"  he 
said. 
"  For  Somebody's  nerves  were  flurried, 
Poor  Somebody's  got  an  aching  head, 
And  Somebody  shan't  be  worried." 
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He  put  me  in  the  easy-chair, 
The  scent  of  the  violet  hushed  me, 

Jane  brought  my  tea  with  a  softened  air, 
The  children  petted  and  fussed  me. 

And  oh,  I  cannot  tell  you  quite 
How  clear  I  saw  the  wrong,  and  right. 
Nor  how  their  kindness  seemed  to  bring 
Near,  all  the  promise  of  the  Spring. 
How  the  slow  tears  ran  down  my  face, 
For  home  seemed  such  a  heavenly  place. 
Yes,  things  like  this  touch  women  so, 
I  need  not  tell,  because  you  know, 
How   love   smoothed   out   the   fret   and 

strain, 
Till  our  lost  peace  was  whole  again. 
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A  Woman's  Litany 

HAVE  mercy  on  my  soul. 
The  soul  which  wavers  still, 
Which  longs  to  do  Thy  will 
Yet  misses  half  its  goal. 
That  finds  its  holiest  desire 
Shrivel  before  Thy  cleansing  fire, 
Whose  highest,  purest  thoughts  can  hold 
So  much  of  dross,  so  little  gold. 
0  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost, 
'Tis  such  a  soul  that  needs  Thee  most. 

So,  by  Thine  agony 
And  by  Thy  bloody  sweat, 
When — apprehending  me — 
The  just  with  justice  met ; 
O  make  Thy  cross  a  thing 
Of  real  import  to-day, 
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Not  a  vague  happening 
Two  thousand  years  away. 
From  ever  thinking  thus  of  Thee, 
Good  Lord,  deliver  me. 

Then,  from  unsympathetic  ways ; 
From  petty  feelings  ;    trivial  days  ; 
From  easy  roads  to  provocation ; 
From  shrinking  fear  of  tribulation  ; 
From  indiscretion  ;    foolish  dress  ; 
From  all  forms  of  unseemliness  ; 
From  hardness  ;    from  uncharity, 
Good  Lord,  deliver  me. 

From  vaunting  of  myself;    from  doubt; 
From  turning  kindness  wrong  side  out ; 
From  being  deaf  when  I  have  heard ; 
From  waxing  broader  than  Thy  word  ; 
And  from  misrepresenting  Thee, 
Good  Lord,  deliver  me. 

From  parleying  with  sin ; 
From  playing  just  to  win ; 
From  doing  and  not  being ; 
From  looking  and  not  seeing  ; 
From  talking  hopelessly, 
Good  Lord,  deliver  me. 
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And  now  by  name  I  bring 

My  gracious  king, 

That  it  may  please  Thee  so  to  keep  him 

Thy  valiant  worshipper  ;    to  steep  him 

In  radiant  holiness  of  life  ; 

In  simple  honour,  far  from  strife  ; 

Yea,  rule  his  heart  in  faith  and  fear. 

/  do  beseech  Thee,  Lord,  to  hear. 

Bless  and  preserve,  through  al  life's 
wildernesses, 

My  stalwart  princes  and  my  fair  prin- 
cesses, 

That  they  may  ever  seek  to  be 

A  truly  royal  family, 

At  peace  with  all  men,  living  in  accord. 

For  this  I  do  beseech  Thee,  Gracious  Lord. 

For   that   poor   woman   who   has   never 

pressed 
A  little  baby  of  her  own 
Against  her  breast  : 
She  who  has  never  known 
The  ecstasies  and  wild  alarms 
Which  tremble  through  a  mother's  arms  ; 
That  it  may  please  Thee,  Lord,  to  give 
The  childless  woman  room  to  live, 
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And  opportunity  to  pour 

Her  pent-up  store 

Upon  the  needy,  more  and  more. 

From    making   of   her   heart    a    miser's 

hoard. 
Spare  her,  0  spare  her,  Gracious  Lord. 

Now  for  all  lonely  women  who  draw 
breath ; 

For  some  whose  love  has  suffered  sudden 
death  ; 

For  all  the  desperate  ;   the  travel  worn ; 

For  those  who  toil,  who  wrestle  tempest- 
torn 

With  thorny  or  with  stony  sod, 

For  these  I  do  beseech  Thee,  Son  of  God. 

For  all  diseased  in  mind, 
Shut  out  from  converse  with  their  kind  ; 
That  Thou  to  each  bewildered  brain 
Wilt  come  like  summer  rain. 
Sun  of  our  souls,  illumine  these, 
Pierce  through  their  mists  of  miseries ; 
Forsaken,  slighted,  feared,  deplored, 
Have  mercy  on  them,  Gracious  Lord. 
Show  pity,  I  beseech  Thee,  on 
Those  from  whom  radiant  hope  is  gone. 
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On  captives,  prisoned,  cast  away 
From  all  the  cheery  light  of  day  ; 
With  deadened  faculties  shut  in 
Through  the  deceitfulness  of  sin. 
However  sullen-sad  they  be, 
Each  piteous  plight  is  known  to  Thee, 
Since  the  most  wayward  heart  is  dear 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  pray  Thee,  hear. 

That  it  may  please  Thee  to  relieve 
All  who  are  falling,  all  who  grieve  ; 
To  comfort  those  who  part ; 
To  house  the  homeless  heart ; 
To  strengthen  mothers  in  distress  ; 
To  fend  for  all  the  motherless. 
To  meet  in  Thy  most  fragrant  way 
All  who  shall  die  this  very  day 

By  that  High  Priestly  prayer, 
And  by  Thy  human  dress  ; 
And  by  Thy  heavenly  wear 
Linked  to  our  earthliness  ; 
0  Rock  within  a  weary  land  ; 
0  Water  welling  through  the  sand  ; 
0  Lily  breaking  through  the  clod  ; 
0  Heart  so  quick  to  understand, 
Grant  us  Thy  peace,  0  Son  of  God. 
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